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Will Time Get Better
by Lala Heine-Koehn

Time has a bellyache from ~e hours he cannot digest.
He complains, his bowels are gyrating as if break dancing.
Remembering remedies from home when I was little,
I gave him a spoonful of coal with a glass
of chamomile tea. He wretched, the black powder covering
his face and my pink satin quilt he was sitting on.
Recalling still another remedy from the washer woman
I brewed a tea of ground mare's leaves, gentian and snakeroot.
Adding a pinch of lupulin, I laced it with melted lard
from a she-goat, killed because her teats dried out like gourds.
He gulped it down and keeled over my feet.
Now he is leaning on my shoulders, his ann wrapped
around my neck and I walk him to the cellar, the attic
up and down the stairs to keep him awake. It must have been
the lupulin that made him drowsy, unable to stand on his own.
I keep the conversation going, telling him about the winter
in Poland, the year before last, the heavy frost
and snowfall they had with no wood or coal. And the spring
before, their soil soaked with red rain for the next 30 years.
I flick off dead flies from pictures and windowpanes
as we pass them on the stair, ask him to repeat:
Chernobyl, Chernobyl to exercise his thick tongue.
Who cares what goes on it Poland or will go on
for the next 30 or 30.ooo years. What are years to him?
He babbles, his face distorted with cramps.
Something's always wrong with that hemophiliac country,
it bleeds and bleeds regardless of weather.
He has his fill of the stories I had brought back
from there this past year. The queues, like hungry snakes
in front of butcher shops, fruit and vegetable stands;
the murky coffee and cocoa ersatz, the grey sugar, the muddy soap.
People on the streets with strings of toilet paper on their necks
counting the precious rolls as if they were Rosary Beads.
No napkins for babies, women using rags ...
Bloated more than ever, he clutches his belly, says,
It must have been I, who deceived him, feeding him
all those cuckoo flowers, bison grass and mushrooms I had
brought from there, saturating his guts with that red rain
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I was telling him about. And what about the remedies
I gave him? What coal did I use? Was the goat killed because
she had no milk or did the fodder poison her?
My feet are getting tired from walking him up
and down the stairs. In the back of my mind this nagging
feeling: how long will I have to look after him?
Will he ever get better?

If only I could prop him against the wall, to take off
my shoes to change into my new pink slippers I just finished
embroidering ...
It's odd-I can't even remember ifl told him about
the little old lady in Warsaw who stood by the kiosk
with the carrots and onions counting her money, then
crossing the street, she bought two bunches of purple
everlasting asters.
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